12                               CRISIS   IN   CHINA
But suddenly there \\as a stir among the oihcials
at the palacc-^;ite: the Mayor of Peking had arrived.
Silk-downed figures bobbed like marionettes. A little
Japanese, verv correct in a dark overcoat with fur
collar, was talking excitedly. What was the neus?
**The Mayor will talk to the students/' announced
a fat detective in an astrakhan cap. I looked at
my Chinese friend womlcrinuh. "Does this often
happen?"
"I can't understand it/' he answered. "But see,
he is going in/' In the centre* oi a solid phalanx of
police, the Mayor was swept through the gates^
which closed again after him*
The Mayor talked for a Ion in time. What he said,
as we learnt afterwards, \sas not so very much to the
point; but he was surprisingly affable. The shouts of
approval or dissent that came inutlled throuuh the
heavy gates were followed with keen interest h\ the
crowd outside.
At last there came a burst of cheering. The gates
were opened; Mayor Chin came out hurriedly. He
seemed relieved and yet anxious. "The students will
march out again/1 we heard the rumour, "He told
them to march back to their schools,, carrying their
banners, and singing their songs without fear/"
Officialdom had melted. But why? Nobody could
guess.
Into the darkening streets the students poured
exultantly, Police, soldiers had vanished* Must and
west they marched between the ancient walls, along
streets suddenly crowded wit I* onlookers. The shouted
slogans echoed back. The white banners passed be-
neath the street lights.